apostle would not say, Morimur> That whilst we are in
the body, we are dead, yet he says, Peregrinamur, Whilst
we are in the body, we are but in a pilgrimage, and we
are absent from the Lord   .He might have said dead ;
for this whole world is but a universal churchyard,
but one common grave ;   and the life and motion,
that the greatest persons have in it, is but as the shaking
of ^ buried bodies in their graves by an earthquake.
That which we call life, is but hebdomada mortium, a
week of deaths, seven days, seven periods of our life
spent in dying ; a dying seven times over, and there is
an  end.  Our birth dies in infancy, and our infancy -
dies in youth, and youth, and the rest die in age ;
and age also dies, and determines all. Nor do all these,
youth out of infancy, or age out of youth, arise so, as a
phoenix out of the ashes of another phoenix formerly
dead, but as a wasp, or a serpent out of carrion, or as a
snake out of dung ; our youth is worse than our infancy,
and our age worse than our youth ; our youth is hungry *
and thirsty after those sins which our infancy knew not,
and our age is sorry and angry that it cannot pursue
those sins which our youth did.  And besides, all the
way so many deaths, that is, so many deadly calamities
accompany every condition, and every period of this life,
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